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“THE WORLD OUTSIDE

By HAROLD MecGRATH

b LS T L g

o love
ets.

Pox Thres ot Tes :
HAVE a volume of Leigh Hunt,’
A he sald, a0 she took Bancroft's
. fiis nalve confession had warmed
fie; bat she was not impulkive the way
ay was, Desldes, evén at this dats,
sever could tell where Jemny's
ended and ber seriou be-

= ufunt s Vike moonshine in &

¥ garden,
\ singing lyrics today. It's moatly
giall that defies scansion, fit for tin-
c .“"'gth:m ‘::nmw;l::
"...-..'3 them wunder covér of the

ean't project
v last two lines ; and get
:m’:t:rul the whole thing, :L'n
now! I don't ?.ﬂ'-';"m‘ c;::
cou

T et
iXo, But 1 have Matthew Prior at
‘geite.” He reached for Ling Foo and
o
0 v
wd‘l:cn of broad

and both N l?&
MR
r“ " . -'ﬁ Jenny tensed as
8 bawk uld;tommuwntlu first
(0 Bhe was ' ho ea
whether the lyrics were understood or
50 long as the music put them over,
as the jokes weren't Joe Mil-
's 4nd the elmﬂ smart and shapely?
highbrow ot [ SR RS
""Hey, you two! Where d' you think
m—over in Hackensack? emnhb,
poln' to take you in charge an
you a real education. After th
t'night I'm goin’ t' show you th'
m, th' ca t stuff, an' all
t. "n' you're goin' along, too,

“I am not!"*

“But you don't get it. “"I?. this
trip will be as good as Columbus’! He a
mvn yon won't have t' do nothin' but

on."”

‘“Thiy once, them,”” Nancy surren-

Some one was at the door; and the
tripie knock was ® ive of assur-
pace, Nancy seized Ling Foo and cov-
wod him with the sofa pillows.

i'.'i.'-,".é".:.‘.‘." el e s'-';lm stepped
e R g

. u
Mrd o dog barkin' down here last

rules. Bome one
“At what time?'' demanded Jenmny.
“Retween G and 7. worry, but you'll
Mye to get rid of the dog. len,
be a sport and give you twenty-
.fl::lv hours, That's all there is about

Hancroft smiled a ruéful, shadowy
lle. There was a way to me
an¢y Bowman's friend forever; and

lips were locked.
'%ﬂu delivered his ultimatum re-

ﬁ"ﬁ{,"",’“"{.‘“{‘: m:m ratired ;
“What am | golng to @01 I love this

!" l!o cuddled Ling Foo to

t,
'+«hnp Mannheim'd keep Ling In
b office,”’ suggested Jenny.
“But I want him !—here when I come
nighta, to fuss over and play with,
omething that's alive!”’
“I don't know what t' say, Kkid.
+ supposin® 1 take Ling int" my
poom for a few dql? O' Pumpernickel
would think you'd got rid o' Ling.
g por‘t, in : storm, hlhwoi.h I kn[o'wd
0 who owbs t ump.,
H!E:t:..!“'lul 's bis e h
‘But, Jenny, it's roperty ; he
Mo & Tight to Keap out dogs 1P be
to, It's only that I'm out of
X, always bave been, and always will

“Say, you an' me could run a small
fat wmewhere.'
-“But I like it here, Jenny. That's
it. 1 love the quiet and the old-
ihioned dignity of the stree '
‘Might I make a suggestion?'’ inter-
Ppesed Bancroft,
The two girla eyed him in astonish-
ment. They had utterly forgotten him.
Jeremiah,’" safid Jenny, *if you
o save our child give us th' l::rl. 4
Write to the attorneys, special de-
. and explain the situation. The
M they ean do is to give you an'ex-
n of time, and mu{bo a little time
Ilgl solve the &lﬂnulty.
”Eut I don't know who the attorneys

,'Call down th' tube,'”” said Jenn
Yan' ask th' Jabberwock, as ' UIH
m But you'll be wastin' ink, kid.
New York owners are as rea-
fonable ‘s stage direetors, Th' only
foncession they're known t' make i»
permit th' undertakers t' carry you
i But go to It, Bein’ & Brosdway
v'rite, as y' were, might turn th'
Pile it on thick, Miss Nancy
winan of ‘The Purple Moth,' Make
mnppy. ’
'I'll take it out and get a special de-
Ty stamp for it,"’' said Bancroft,
qu:f bimself to be a treacherous

Y '
b 10y won't

n“lJ any attentlon to

: 11;“" declared hope
‘i y' don't 4 ' »
Write it,” uvludwha'n.m'i'lr Teall

:P Jansen for th' addrems’'; she
epped to the speaking tube as Nane,
Wn to her wriu':: dl:t' . '
. When the Jetter was finished Ban-
ft scined it and hurried forth to con-
Ue his donble dealing. He would
Nswer Nancy's letter himaelf. Any-
oy dogs were going to be allowed.

t wan 0§ o'clock, There was a dese
Brate chance of some one belng in the
fice of fnell & Pride. He telephoned,
to his joy was informed that Mr.
hson would be In the o until 6,

ft dashed ud

mud at the lnw'w\v‘nt: :gn:m
" Anythi "
Rhn‘n'ut can do for you, sir?

‘I want you te t .

ter for 'qu." !'.'15 “Bl:n‘;:d? l':’.l.
AR to seribble his note,

wYou :o“;o l:. on yl'n.lu paper, sle?"’

K : p offe .l

g ohnson typed the missive and pasad

Iyt haed e b e

rhers I 'point, sir, | don't

‘.
i‘j 'I'

No one seema able tu];

red | ferious. ‘‘By the way, who owned that

“But why?'' To Bancroft It seomed
that él:l.anh;u ha furned his el-
"“Mr. Bnell may know, sir. It's be.

me. I suggest that you sign ‘Nnell
£ 'I"llh is a personal letter to a

“Well, we ‘Bnell & Pride
- v;iu to I: Rt B
weuldn't care who madg it o,

jam't r. Joh
E-

J.‘m I "
M A S e T "o

wy R ang o 1 180

“No, sir. This ls the town, hare-

don't n anything. Down we
e city. Y. ill want me t
mal thiy wpecial dellvery 1 ’

THE

old nson, She ls/,
m -L:‘{-'n. Purple Moth.

GUMPS—Nasty Manl_
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Johnson scrubbed his ehin, which was
always in of a shave late after-
noons, ‘'Mr. roft, it's none of my

but It seems to me that some

one t to advise you."

:: H‘I‘lt what?'"’ ! e

personal letters to

I::Illo.u of the theatre. They're &

“But I'm not writing any letters ; and
PN
wuod, mtn'bor.'l'n prom .

“I am only suggesting, sie. I ean't
belp but observe the headlines in the

o T ey, st b e B
'Wel “l mh,;. l"v.:ul;ﬂ:llc

of that in th
present 1 u: '}r.nme.tr“-‘!:.“ 'l"n‘:
comg to the

poor young man who
eilz 0 mki:' ¢ fnd

omen have a way o out
whl,t they wish to know, alr.” .

I haven't any locks to shear, Mr.
Johnson. The m lluq cut doesn't give
much of a hand grip.”

l"l‘rno. gon ever think about
oo et ol o bos 108
wa e room once occu
yuﬂlln Bancroft. g
Yes,"' maid Bancroft, his expression

boplu before my father bought it?"

I can tell you in a minute,” an-
swered the old clerk. He returned after
a brief absence, ‘It was purchased
from the Chemical Bank,'’

"Who owned it before that)"

‘1 should have to make a search."

“Don't bother, But I find myself
curious about unrytun1." .

““Yes, sir. I still hold the opinion
that there were high words in there,"’

“But what can ge done?'’ sald Ban-
eroft evanively, *“‘There fsn't so much
as a single hair to pick up.'

; ngnquon sighed. *'There doesn't seem
o . »

Do you know anything nbout my
father that Mr. Snell doesn’t?"’

“No, sir,"”’

““Well, send this letter specinl de-
livery, and tell Mr, 8nell I'll be In to-
morrow, between 11 and 12."

*‘Mr, Snell tells me you're quite &
uuahlelhohr. ur..';”' N o

*“Oh, I can get with it."

““That's one of my pastimes, sir. 1
never tire of the Aeneld." .

““‘All of which I saw, and part of
which I was.” We'll talk it over some
day, I'm in a hurry now."

Youth Is Ever in a Hurry

Johnuson sighed ngain. Youth war
ever in a hurry. All at once a brilliant
dea popped Into his dusty mind, He
determined to mce what sort of a giri
this Miss Bowman was. It was due
to the firm to see that this youngste:
was plnleullr!i guarded, It was not
right to sit back and permit him to be
made a fool of.

““By-by. Better reconsider and let
me give you a whirl some night,"’ said
Bancroft, unconsciously using one of
Jenny Malloy's words.

“I'm. too old for that nonsense,’’

"I'rl. wager you never had a whirl."

U T S e

n the wa e 0 the house in
Ninth street ﬁancroft studied Nancy's
letter; that Is, he studied the address

on the envelope, Even though he knew

pretty, friendly young woman, no mat-
ter what her name was.

He wan astonished when the traln
guard whined, ‘‘Eighteenth street !

He walked down to Ninth street.
Everywhere men und women, boys and
girls, were pouring forth out of doors,
almost with that jerky hurriedness of
the slowly turned moving picture cam-
era which had always made him lnurh.
But in this bour he found nothing
to laugh at. He was struck by an
nteun!ins fact, He was without am-
bitfon; that is, he had no objective,
no 1. It seemed incredible, He
could not recall baving desired to be
omething—a novelist, an inventor, a
merchant prince. hat was the mean-
g of that? He had lived the very
kind of life to stie the ambition; and
all these years he had lent his body
to meninl tasks and his brain to moon-
whine. What would he have been had
bis father died in poveriy? farm-
hand, or s country school teacher, all
his life! To carve out n niche for
himwself—he hadn’t veally given the
mutter uny substantinl conslderation,
Oh, yes, he had imagined himselt this
or that character, but he had never
created a permaunent dream of which he
himself should be the woof and warp.
And now the magic wand of y
money would atrophy the Instinct,

It was & distinet shock. What
could he do? What should he try to
do? The notion of fooling about with
a Latin primer now dingusted hlm.]
Could he write? Burely, noy or he
would have begun seribbing long a:o.
He was twenty-four, the son of hin
father, and he had no definite ambition,
no goal toward which to set his ener-
lea! He became n%pallml: and the

presaion ablded with hin long after
the curtain had risen upon the first
ot of ‘*The Purple Moth''—until he

iscovered Johnson in the audlence! |

He wanted to laugh; for he under.
stood the mnl.ﬂ of the old loclla
appearance in th ?alodly tem of
musie and flesh and laughter, an
to ses for himself what sort of s gir
it was whose dog hud n worth so
much trouble. The first impulss was
to mest him and carey him off to Nancy
and Jenny, as firet mate to his own
Columbus, That would be funny—the
fosall and the pullno' venturing forth
for the first time into the night life
of a great olty. But he had to dismiss
the notlon as too dangerous, Johnwson
might stumble verbally and give the
masquerade away i and that would end
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SOMEBODY'’S STENOG—They Do Get You Somewhere

—

' The young lady across the way

says no law can control the
processes of mature and she sup-
poses that wherever cotton grows
there will be more or less cotton

Notgn !

\
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BV VML GRUNTLED TOLITICIANS wWwWO
WERE DIUMMED OUY OF MR PARTY
BN ™HOBE WHO RETFVIED TO ASSOCIATE
FURTHER WITH MEN WHOSE
CHMARMCTERS ARE AS BEWTIFUL AR AW
UNPAVED ALLEN® THMEY PiCweed ™S
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POOLLR PUT IN NOMINATION

THAT'S “THE MEAWRSY Uy W |
WE  WRUTRS WA
SATAN'S FORR DIPPED W \iTRloL=

T™HE  WORD =

HMERD WS A WUMMWE S

ALONG SIHE OF THAT W=
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SKiPPER TooK EXCEPTION To
IT, THERE. MUST S5 SOME TRUTH N

" WHAT ED WORTAE SAIDTo HIM.

A |

.

dow

A SHUTE == | KiNow
THATS ASSauTeLy

N

the exact wording of the létter, even in 2
AL mover bredl nto e ok e | ==
would always keep it. PETEY—It's a Gift : : s g 3

He was not in love; he was merely in — I—
X R K — viavee Gitten et :
Ry T i TARE ) o o — A CUY3 GWTA B THRELEsS <1 ewEmuP- e 3
Slal” Tt was the thirsty heart, reach- T" — '3 SomeTHING To Alp CeT anﬂhnm' Stheut Timee HouRs ar GOrOER Pa ot FUH
jng for (he mesrest walke{ 84 some: over THIS WIRELESS - HERR'S \T PosITiveLY Fuw
bew Noney wis the mategialpatin ®l LU JHat Souups cice TIAY SOUMDS * USRLESS — SAT Do\l HERE AND
those dreams be bad bad of women. BACON AND EECS A NOSE Now G T TUE MoST
Lacking a Nancy, he would bave bees Prey LIKE A TON OF COAL GOING
temporarily satisfied with a Jenny; a NE AUVGH

iT's MRS BLOISOM, AN
L, BET SHE'S rOoMING T
RETURN THE SKEC2i1x BABY

PHINGS SHE BorRROWED

FoR

WE BROUGHT BaACk YOUR TREASURES
WALT, ANO | WANT TO THANK “Ou
LETTING ME TAKE THEM

By King

ts-

AND DONT RORGET THAT | APPREC/ATE
HE (ONFIDENCE YOU SHOW IN ME
' KNOW WHAT THEY REALLY MEAN
TO You. YOURE A DEAR BOy!

SAY ! ANVBODY THAT SAYS MRS.
BLOSSOM HAS ANVTHING MORE THAN A
FRIENDLY INTEREST N SKEEZI1X I1ISCRA2Y

THAT'S ALL

>. i.




